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LOVE AND DUTY. 
[continurD. ] 


To describe Constantia’s feel- 
ings on reading this, would be an 
impossible task, At 'ength the 
long promised moment seemed 
arriving, and she had now the 


its progress ; for she had money 
enough to enable her to travel 
any where in pursuit of evidence 
of her parents’ innocence ; and 
as a first step towards it, she re- 
solved to set off for Rotterdam 
immediately. But let me first, 
thought Constantia, impart my 
hopes to Madeleine, and through 
her to . Here she paused ; 
for she recollected, that it was 
possible Eugene’s passion might 
lead him to see in her improved 
prospects a chance of his father’s 
Objection to their union being re- 
moved ; and therefore, to prevent 
him from keeping alive his at- 
tachment, by a hope which slie 
thought could never be realised, 
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she resolved to keep her expecta- 
tions concealed in her own breast, 
and summoning all her courage, 
she wrote to Madeleine and Eu- 
ene, as I have before related. 
Now I trust that I have done my 
duty tothe utmost, said Constan. 
tia to herself, as she seated her- 
self in her travelling carriage, ac* 


~~ it companied by an old servant of 
means in her power of hastening || 


her deceased relation, who had 
come to Paris in order to pay her 
the legacy ; and then wiping an~ 
involuntary tear from her ey , 
she bade the postillion take the 
road to Flanders. 


On her arrival at Rotterdam, 
che learnt, with the most painful 
surprise, that the article in the 
Gazette had been an entire forge- 
ry, and that no criminal whatev- 
er, had, at the time mentioned, 
been executed in that town. Still 
all hope was not lost: the per- 
son who inserted that article, 
must have had some very urgent 
motive for so doing, and perhaps 
was himself the criminal, and in- 
erted it in ordep to throw am im. 
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pevetrable il over bis fault: 
v. intle this hope was converted al- 
most to a certainty, by the re- 
evlpt of all anonymous letter, that 
was sent after her into Holland, 
according tothe address which 
she had left. The letter signified 
that the person who wrote it, and 
who had written to the same ef- 
fect to several persons in Paris, 
was on the point of hiding him- 
elf in the convent of St. Bernard 
for the rest of his life : but before 
he did so, his conscience obliged 
iim to inform whom it might | 
concern, that the marquis ae 3 
glade was entirely innocent of the | 
robbery committed in the apart- 
ments of the count de Montgom- 
mery—that the real perpetrators 
were one Vincent Belestre, the 
son of a tanner at Mans, anda 
priest named Gagnard a native 
also of Mans, who had been the 
gount’s chaplain. The letter ad- 
ded, that a woman of the name 
of de la Comble could give the 
most satisfactory information on 
thie subject. 
fully ascertained, that a letter of 
a similarnature had been sent to 


(it was afterwards 


the countess of Montgommery 
but that she had not bad gene- 


)! 
rosity enough tomake it known,) ; 


On receiving this letter, Constan- 
tia reso!ved to return iminediate. 
ly to Paris; and having done so, 
she set a private enquiry on foot 
concerning Belestre and Gagnurd, 


who had for some time be«fore 


> | 











> 


quitted the count’s service. In 
the meanwhile, Constantia deter- 
mined to go tothe convent of St. 
Sernard, in hopes of pfevailing on 
the person who had written to 
her, to defer his noviciate, and 
assist her in bringing the crimi- 
nals whom he had denounced, to 
justice, 





| In this journey, this fruitless 


;! journey, as it proved, (for no such 


i person as the letter-writer had, 
ji it appeared, ever been heard of or 


seen at the convent) Constantia 


i? , Wasted some months ; for the fa- 
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1 | parents’ fame as an event that 


! sigue and cold which she had en- 
| dured, completely overpowered 
her frame, which had been weak- 
ened by long sorrow, and acute 
anxiety : and for a long time her 
| life was in such danger, that the 
urhappy orphan saw herself, as 
; She thought, on the point of pe- 
rishing in view of that port, to- 
wards which all her wishes tend. 
ed; for she now, with reason, 
looked on the restoration of her 


| must certainly take piace. 
| During Constantia’s absence, 
‘her agents found out that Beles. 
tre was a consummate villain, 
| who, on account of having been 

_in the early part of his life enga- 
gel in an assas:ination, had been 
: “obliged to fly his native place; 
that in all the various and vicious 

vicissitudes of his fortune, he had 
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been intimately acquainted and 
connected with Gagnard his 
conntryman, and that suddenly 
from the lower state of poverty, 
he had been known to appear in 
affluence, and had even purchased 
an estate near Mans, for which 
he had paid between 9 and 10000 
livres. 


Gagnard, they discovered, who 
was the son ofa jailor at Mans, 
had come to Paris without either 
clothes or money, and had subsist- 
ed on charity, or by Saying mass- 
esatthe St. Esprit, when the 
count de Montgommery took him 
into his house. It was impossi- 
ble that the salary which he 
give him could enrich him ; yet 
immediately after he left the 
count he was well clothed in his 
clerical dress, and appeared to 
have plenty of money. These 
observations alone, had they been 
made in time, were sufficient to 
have paved the way to a disco. 
very of the guilt of these wretch- 
es, and might have saved the 
life, as well as re-established the 
fame, of the innocent and mur- 
dered d’Anglades, 


This information awaited Con- 
stantia on her return to Paris, 
when, having recovered sufficient 
Strength to be able to travel, she 
tame on the wings of hope and 
@xpectation, to take 
measures for fulfilling the eager 


decisive 


~~ = 


wishes of her heart. ‘T!.> article 
inthe Dutch gazette, und the 
anonymous letters, nad already 
completely change’ the public 
feeling with regard to her unhap- 
py parents: and Constantia had 
the delight of finding ,by the 
journals of the day, that the Pa- 
risian world sympathized in her 
hopes, and was prepared to hail 
with plessure the happy hour 
that should conyert them inte 
certainties, 


As soon as she arrived, she 
wrote the following letter to Ma- 
deleine, who, though already ap- 
prised by Eugene of what was 
passing relative to the supposed 
inncesnce of the d’Anglaces; 
could not re:i so joyful a letter 
from Constantia, the late des- 
ponding, woe. worn orphan, w.th- 
out an emotion of plessure al- 
most too strong for her weak 
frame to support. 


“© My friend, my comforter. my 
second mother, I am returning to 
you at last, as I prophesied that I 
shou d do, full of joyful hope and 
expectation. Every day seems 
to set ina stronger light the in- 
nocence of my parerts, and the 
guilt of the real culprits. }ut 
the sword of retributive justice 
is suspended over their heads, and 
thefime of their victims is about 
to be cleared from every stain. 








| This great work accomplished, I 
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shall have lited long enough, Ma- 
deleine, and rot have lived in 
yain. Yours, ever faithfully, 
Ts « tap 
T} i happy 
Constantia d’Anglade.” 


1 shall not atempt to describe 
the various emotions which agi- 
tated Eugene, on reading this 
letter, and which precipitated his 
steps from the cottage of Made- 
leine info the thickest part of the 
adjacent forest. Constantia, 
meanwhile, was cleseted with 
her agents, and her lawyers ; for 
as soon as it was known she had 
money enough to pay for services 
tendered and accepted, petitions 
to be employed in her cause 
erow ‘cd on her fromall quarters. 
The great decisive blow, howey- 
er, remained still unstruck ; for 
it was not thought that there 
was as yet sufficient gvound on 
which to take up Beiestre and 
Gagnard, for therobbery on the 
count de Montgommery ; but the 
persons employed by Constantia 
kept a watchful eye on them, 
and at length Gagnard was dis- 
covered to have been presen’ at a 
quarrel,in which a mau was kil- 
‘led : on this pretence, therefore, 
he was taken up, and committed 
to prison ; and, providentially as 
it were, the very day after, a man 
who had been robbed by Belestre, 
eame to Paris in search of him, 
and, having found him, put him 
immediately in the hands of the 





officers of justice. This was the 
moment for Constantia to come 
forward, and the prisoners under- 
went an examination relative to 
the robbery for which the d’An- 
glades suffered: and having be- 
trayed themselves by evasive and 
inconsistent amswers, Constantia 
Guillemot d’Anglade was bound 
over to bring proofs that they 
were in reality the perpetrators of 
the crime for which her pa- 
rents had been condemned to the 
galleys, and to prison. 

The return of Constantia, and 
the cause of it, and the evident 
agitation and interest which it 
excited in Eugene, alarmed the 
President considerably, especially 
when, one day asking his son up- 
on what he was so intensely 
thinking, he coldly replied—I 
am thinking of mademoiselle 
d@Anglade : and suddenly with. 
drew. Two days afterwards, the 
President, while Fugene was 
with him, received a letter, the 
address of which was, as Eugene 








instantly saw, in Constantia’s 
hand writing ; and pale and 
trembling, he awaited his father’s 
| perusal of the contents, The en- 
| velope contained two letters, one 
| of which Eugene recognized as 
his own letter recently written 

to Constantia ; and he had scarce, 
ly recovered his surprise and emo- 
'tion at sight of it, when the 
| president opened, and read the 
| following letter to himself :— 
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“ Sir, 

“I had the honor to receive 
yesterday the enclosed letter from 
Monsieur Eugene des Essars, and 
I beg that you will have the 
goodness to dictate my answer te 
it, assuring you at the same time, 
that on this occasion I feel my- 
self at liberty to have no will but 
yours, I have the honour to 
subscribe myself 

Your obedient servant, 


C. d’Anglade. | 


Felt and written like herself ! 
proud!y exclaimed Eugene, while 
the president, with a trembling 
hand, read his son’s letter, 


«¢ Mademoiselle, 

“ Ata time when the inno- 
cence and the murder of the 
marguis d’Anglade and his amia- 
ble wife, though clear to you and 


to me, seemed incapable of being | 


proved to others, you may re- 
member that we indulged our- 
seves in fancying that the period 
would ariive, when the proofs 
which we then despaired of, 
should be made manifest to all 
the world. Should that time 
arrive, said I, would you accept 
meas your advocate, and dele- 
gate to me the welcome task of 
clearing your father’s fame ? and 
you flattered me so far as to pro- 
mise that you would accept my 
proffered services. 


i 


i 





“ Mademoiselle, the time i 





come; and I, whom some late 
successes of a similar nature have 
emboldened, now offer myself to 
be your advocate, and claim your 
Qattering promise. 


“ My ability you may doubt— 
my zeal you cannot: but zeal 
sometimes confers ability, and I 
need not tell you how sincerely 
and unalterably J am 

Your devoted friend and 
Servant, 
Eugene des Essars.’? 


Well, sir, your answer! cried 
Eugene, grasping his father’s 
hand with trembling impatience. 
My dear Eugene, replied the Pre- 
sident, if I could be sure that you 
would be mademoiselle d’An- 
glade’s advocate only, suchis the 
impression which her noble con- 
duct has made on mie, that " 
Sir! exciaimed Eugene reproach. 
fully, I give you my fomor that I 
shall be her avowed advocate on- 
ly : and I think sir, you are not 
now to be convinced that Iam 
incapable of violating my word 
and my principles. 





The President felt the rebuke, 
and siezing his pen, addressed 
Constantia in the following man. 
ner :— 


(T¢ be Continued. ) 
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THE ADVOCATE, 


No. 3. 


What right. what true, what fit we 
justly call, 
Let this be aii my care—f.r thisis alli. 
Pope 


] GOT up this morning in 
something of a serious mood, 
thinking of the prodigious swarms 
of physicians, and the new re 
craits of these formida>le men, 
who, like the ancient Goths anc 
Vandals, are like to overrun the 
world, to the great detriment of 
America. As I intend to advo 
cate the cause of ‘propriety and 
reason, [ would ask the propriety 
of a friend, or the public, the 
cause of rearing such troops of 
destruction, and sender them 
among their friends and relations, 


to do such infinite mischief to 


those who are so unlucky as to | 
fall under their hands. If our 
country was infested with an 
enemy, there would be more pro 
priety in rearing and keeping 
such standing armies of physi. 





cians, who would do more excen- | 





tion than the most gallant in. 
fantries. Every Gountry and na- 
tion must have its plagues and 
pestilences, Egypt must have 
its frogs and lice, Kurope its wars, 





and America its physicians, J] 
am inclined to think thatit woula 





be more advantageous to the com- 
munity were we to have less doc- 
tors and more tinkers ; for it is 
evident, from the mode of acquir. 
ing the profession, and their want 
of knowledge, that they must 
greatly diminish the population 
of the country ; for when a pa- 
rent wishes to have » profession- 
ai son. in physic, he enters him 
ina drog. st’s shop, and the first 
year he iandies the pestle, the 
second he dezls cut drugs, and 
he third he turns over a few pae 
resin some autbor on the préec- 
tice, ami then graduates. 


Thus they are educated, and 
go forth with a smattering know- 
iedge of physic, ready to put an 
exit to as roumy lives as they can 
find to employ them. Sometimes 
obysicians get so opulent, as to 
‘ide in coaches, and by that 
means are enabled to do more 
execution, as they can go into all 
parts of the town, and dispatch 
more business jn a shorter time, 
Phere are also innumerable strag- 
glers, who, for w:nt of other pa- 
tients, a:e employed in the cure of 
horses, and Sounmelimes amuse 
themselves with che stifling rats 
and mice in air-pumps, cutting 
up eats alive,and stavbing gnats 
apd fires for misoscrepic observa: 
tion; besides those that are em- 
ployed in the digging of roots, 
vathering of weeds, and the 
chace of butterflies; not to men 
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her; that with respect to the 
medicine, he certainly did give it 
to her with his own hands, for 
that she was sick, and being afraid 
of creating alarm or suspicion in 
her parents, had required him to 
order certain drugs from an apo- 
thecary, as if for himself, which 
he accordingly did, and he verily 
believed they were faithfally iaix 

ed, inasmuch as he stood by the 
man whilst he prepared the me- 
dicine, and saw every ingredient 
separately putin. 


The judges thereupon asked 
him, if he would take it upon his 
conscience to say, that the lady 
did not die by poison. Don Juan, 
bursting into tears for the first 
time, answered, to his eternal sor- 
row he did know that she did 
die by poison, Was that poison 
contained in the medicine she 
took ?—It was. Did he impute 
the crime of mixing the poison in 
the medicine to the apothecary, 
or did he take it on himself ?— 
Neither the apothecary nor him- 
self was guilty. Did the lady, 


from a principle of shame, (he | 


was then asked) commit the act. 
of suicide, and infuse the poison, 
without his knowledge? He 
started with Lorrcr atthe qnes- 
tion, and took God to witness, 
that she was entirely innocent of 
the deed. The judges seemed 
now confounded, and for a time 
abstained from any further inter 








rogatories, debating the matter 
among themselves by whispers ; 
w hen one of them observed to the 
prisoner, that according to his con- 
fession, he had said that she did 
die by poison, and yet by the an- 
swers he had just now given, it 
should seem as if he meant to ac- 
quit every person on whom suspi- 
cion could possibly rest; there 
was, however, one interrogatory 
left, which, uanatural as it was, 
he would put to him for form’s 
sake only, before they proceeded 
to greater extremities, and that 
question involved the father or 
mother of the lady. Did he mean 
to impute the horrid intention of 
murdering their child, to the pa- 
rents No, replied the prisoner, 
in a firm tone of voice, I am cer- 
tain no such intention ever enter- 
ed the hearts of the unhappy pa- 
rents, and I should be the worst 
of sinners if I imputed it to them. 


_ The judges upon this declared 
with one voice, that he was tri- 
fling with the court, and gave ore 
ders for the rack; they would, 
however, for the last time, de- 
mand of him if he knew who 
it was that did poison Josepha ? 
To which he answered, without 
hesitation, that he did know, but 
that no tortures should force him 
to declare it; as to life, he was 
weary of it, and they might dis- 
pose of it as they thought fit. 


( Conclusion neit week.) 
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ANECDOTE, 


WHEN Gen Washington cap- 
tured the Hessians at Trenton, in 
December, 1776, & private so!- 
dier, who, by flight, escaped the 
fate of his comrades, betook him- 
self toa neighbouriug wood. Un 
acquainted with the country, and 
astranger tothe Unglish language, 


he conceived it impossible for 


him, at that time, circumstanced 
as he was, to escape to any of 
the posts occupied by the British 
forces; he therefore constucted a 
rude, temporary habitation, at the 
foot of a hill, sheltered from the 
incletnency of the weather by the 
surrounding forest. In this solita- 
ry abode he dwelt nine months; 
subsisting almost all together on 
such vegetable productions as the 
country and seasons afforded. At 
length, grown weary of his in- 
hospitableand unfriendiy lodging, 
he sought, and found one more a- 
greeable in an adjacent hay-bar- 


rack. The proprietor, a farmer ! 


near Trenton, observing at vari- 
ous times the hay, in a particalar |! 


‘part disordered in sucha manneras 


induced him to suspect that some 
stranger had taken up his lodgings 
there, resolved to know who the 
nocturnsl intruder might be: he 
attended one morning with seve- 
ral of his domestics, and having 
placed themselves in a conveni 
ent position, waited his departure. 





— 
- <-. 








i 


———— 


Atthe dawn of day he came 
forth, yawned and shook himself, 
and then began hig march, by 
easy steps, to his retirement in the 
woods. The farmer and his at- 
tendants cracked their whips, and 
zave a tr °mendours shout, which 
accelerated his progress. They 
pursued, and ere he could reach 
his wretehed asylum, was over- 
taken and seized. His grotesque 
figure (occasioned by the tattered 
state of his regimentals, an old 
worsted stocking drawn over his 
head as a subsitute for a hat, his 
dishevelled locks and venerable 
beard, together with the amaze- 


| ment and terror which distorted 


his countenance,) induced his 
pursuers to suppose him an unfor- 
tunate maniac; and fearing the 
consequences of making too free 
with a person of that description, 
when set at full liberty, they ve- 
ry prudently bound his hands be- 
hind him, and then conducted 
him totheir dweliing. During 
these transactions, he observed 
an unifcrm silence, and censider- 
ing all around him his sanguina- 
ry foes, he surrendered himse!f to 
melancholy, and deep despair. 
Several neighbours shortly efter 
came in, some of whom he disce- 
vered, by their language, to be 
Germans. To those he addressed 
himself—gave an ajeeting rela. 


_ tion of his curious adventure, and 





sued for protection. They all as- 


_ sured hum of their friendly dispe- 
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tion the tooth-drawers, hair-dres- 
sers, and spider-catchers. When 
I consider how this profession is 
overstocked by multitudes, whe 
eat one another up, or rether 
starve each other, I am surprised 
at the humour of parents, who 
will not rather ehoose to place 
their sons in a way of life, when 
an honest industry cannot but 
thrive, than in stations where 
the greatest probity, learning, 
and good sense may miscarry. 
How many men who are now 
starving upon physic, bya right 
improvement of a smaller sum 
than is usually laid out on a learn. 
ed education, have, by trade, ac- 
cumulated a handsome fortune 
in a few years ; asa man would 
be well enough pleased to buy 
silks and bonnets of a lady, when 
he woi I! notdare to feel her pulse, 
The misfortune is, that parents 
take a liking to a particular pro- 
fession, and desire their son may 
be of it, whereas, in so great an 
affair of life, they should censider 
the genius and ability of their 
children, more than their own in. 
clinations. 


R. 


eae 
ca er 


HORRID TALE. 

A porruGugse gentleman, who 
Ishall beg leave to describe no 
otherwise than by the name of 
Don Juan, was lately brought to 


~ 








by the same father. This gen- 
tleman had, for some years before 
his trial, led a very solitary life, 
at his castle in the neighbourhood 
of Montremos, 2 town on the road 
between Lisbon and Badajos, the 
frontier garrison of Spain : I was 
shewn his castle, as I passed thro’ 
that dismal country, about a mile 
distant from the road, in a bot. 
tom surrounded with cork trees, 
and never saw a more melancho- 
ly habitation. The circumstan- 
ces which made against this gen- 
tleman were so strong, and the 
story was in such generat circu. 
lation in the neighbourhood that 
he lived, that, although he laid 
out the greatest part of a consid. 
erable income in acts of charity, 
nobody ever entered his gates to 
thank him for his bounty, or so- 
licit relief, except one poor father 
of the Jerony mite convent in Mon- 
tremos, who was bis confessor, 
and acted as his almoner at dis- 
cretion. 

A charge of so black a nature, 
involving the crime of incest as 
well as murder, ‘for it was ascer- 
tained that the lady, at the time 
of her decease, was in a very de- 
licate situation) at length reached 
the ears of justice, and a commis- 
sent to Montremos to 
The 
supposed criminal made not the 
slightest attempt to escape, but 


sion was 
make enquiry into the cace, 


trial for poigoning his half-sister i readily attended the summons of 
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the commissioners, 
trial it came out, from the con- 
fession of the prisoner, as well as 
from the deposition of witnesses, 


Upon the 


that Don Juan had lived from his | 
infancy inthe family of a rich | 


merchant at Liston, who carried 
ona considerable trade and cor- 
respondence in the Brazils; Don 
Juan being allowed to take this 
merchant’s name, it was gene- 
rally supposed that he was his 
natural son, and a clandestine af- 
fair o° love having been carried 
on between him and the mer- 
chant’s daughter Josepha, who 
“was an only child, she became 
delicately situated, and a medi- 
cine being administered to her by 
the hands of Don Juan, she died 





in afew hours after, with all the 
symptoms of a person who had 
taken poison. The mother of 
the young lady survived her but 
afew days,and the father threw 
himself into a convent of mendi- 
cants, making over by a deed of 
gift the whole of his property to 
the supposed murderer, 





In this account there seemed a | 


strange obscurity of facts, for some 
went strongly to the crimination | 
of Don Juan, and the iast mea. | 
tioned circumstance was of so 





contrad ctory a nature, as to throw 
the whole into perplexity ; and 
therefore, to compel the prisoner 
to 





ease, it was thought proper to 





a further elucidation of — 


interrocate him by torture. And 
whilst this was preparing, Don 
Juan, without betraying the least 
alarm upon what was going for- 
ward, told his’ judges that it 
would save them and himself 
some trouble, if they would re. 
ceive his confession upon certain 
tain points, to which he shou'd 
truly speak, but’ beyond which 
all the tortures in the world could 
not force one syllable. He said 
that he was not the son as it was 
supposed, of the merchant with 
whom he lived, nor allied to the 
deceased Josepha, any otherwise 
than by the tenderest ties of mu. 
tual affection, and a promise of | 
marriage, which, however, he 
acknowledged had not been so- 
lemnized—tiiat he was the son of 
a gentleman of considerable for. 
tune in the Brazils, who Jeft him, 
when an infant, to the care of 
the merchant in question: that 
the merchant, for reasons best 
known to himself, chose to call 
him by hisown name, and this 
being done in his infancy, he 
was taught to believe, that he 
was an orphan youth, the son of 
a distant relation of the person 
who adopted him ; he begged his 
jutges therefore to observe, tliat 
he never understood Josepha to 
be his sister; that as to her be- 
ing pregnant, he acknowledged 
it. and prayed God forgiveness for 
an offence, which it had been his 
antention to repair by marrying 
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sitions towards him, and immedi- 
ately offerei him employment in 
the labours of husbandry. He 
now became perfectly reconciled 
tohis fate, accepted their proposal, 
and proved, by his industry and 
integrity, a very useful and valua- 
ble member of the community. 


a 


FOR THE VISITOR. 





TO THE ADVOCATE. 


Sir, 


AS you profess to advocate 
the cause of virtue, &e. no doubt 
but you would aid the cause of 
an unfortunate person. I con- 
ceivea hope that my case may 
not be wholly unknown to you, 
and I may be previded with some 
method of cure. To be brief, 
then, I labour under a most dread- 
ful, yet common disease. The 
symptoms are, inattention to stu- 
dy, a love for flowers, poetry, and 
novels; lowness of spirits ; fre- 
quent sighings, ‘and unsound 
sleep, disturbed, at times, by 
dreams of bleeding hearts, vows 
of lovers, kisses, wedding-cake, 
and parsons. I amalso subject to 
extreme absence of mind, so far 
as to forget frequeitly that I am 
in company, or ‘that any -person 
is addressing me; and the incon- 





sistent replies I make, often place 
mein the most ridiculous situa. | 





| tion, and redden me with confi 


sion. For instance—the other day 
being asked by a female friend 
whe first circumnavigated the 
world? I replied, ** Cupid, prince 
of gods and men!” At another 
time, on a friend’s asking me my 
opinion of a fine-race mare he had 
been purchasing, I threw myself 
into a tragic attitude, and ex- 
claimed—*‘ grace in her steps, 
heaven in her eye, in all her ac- 
tions dignity and love.” I have, 
when in this state of mind, com- 
mitted some blunders of another 
kind, such as presenting a lady 
with a chew of tobacco, when 
she asked for a glass of water ; 
going to sleep under the bed— 
mounting my horse with face to- 
wards the tail, and yesterday ace 
tually underwent a violent ex- 
pectoration, by swallowing a 
large quantity of ink, thinking ‘t 
to be Port wine. Thus Iam a tore 
ment to myself, and a laughing. 
‘stock for others. 


The first symptom I discovered 
of this malady, was on Sunday 
last, when I attended church. I 
felt pretty well during a good dis. 
course, picusly pronounced by a 
sensible divine. When it was 
finished, 1 was preparing to d¢te 
part, but a peal of vocal harmce 
ny from the gallery arrested my 
steps. I ama lover of music, 
both vocal andinstrumental. The 
words were well calculated to im- 
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press the mind with the most 
comfortable assurances, and the 
magic of the music, the soft, 
clear notes of the treble, inter- 
rupted at proper intervals, by the 
deep thundering base, while ever 
and anon, the manly tenor join- 
ed, adding energy and variety to 
the composition—these, I say, 
conspiring, transfixed mein the 
most enchanting delirium of 9s- 
tonishment and rapture. I couid 
have wept like a child, and had 
frequently to use my handkerchief 
to dry the moisture which, in 
spite of me, collectefin my eyes. 
As they drew near the end, the 
sounds were sweeter,and the per- 
formers feeling the celestial inspi- 
ration, were softened. The base 
was more mellow,the tenor ex- 
pressed more pathos—the treble 
was sweet and tremulous—the 
sounds became yet softer and 
softer to the close—and what a 
close! I feel it now—memory 
displays on the theatre of fancy 
the faneying scene, and I hear 
the sounds, winding, melting, ex- 
piring, es the last breath of the 
vernal zephyr, when it imprints 
a@ parting kiss en the pale lips of 
the jessamine at dawa. 


Pappy would it have been for 
ine if this were ali; but, sir, it 
was on this occasion that a pair 
of eyes, fixed in a very expressive 


“ t ished, 


face, caught m'ne. 


and look’d, and sigh’d agai,” I 





ae 





a 





|suppose for some time—can’t teil 
'how long: delicacy, however, 
whispered me, that such sighing 
and staring was not “ the thing,” 
sol turned my head another way, 
but when I looked again, there 
they were, brilliant, and highly 
chorgec with death. I tell you 
what, I be gan to feel quite warm 
about the head and ears, and re- 
solved not to look that way again. 
I kept my resolution two whole 








minutes, when I determined to 
take one more peep, just to ob. 
serve if the eyes were turned ano- 
ther way. With as much sang- 
froid as I could assume, I raised 
| my head carefully and slowly, 
as ofold would my aunt Nabby 
raise her hand, when she hada 
murderous design on some fly that 
tickled her nose—but alas ! I rais- 
ed it to receive my doom. That 
little raseal, Cupid, who blows 
up hearts as if his pockets were 
stufied with torpedoes, had plant- 


when I raised my head, I receiv- 
ed every bullet, shot, and slug 
‘fullin the eyes. What could I 


and could fight no longer: I 
therefore, like a prudent General, 
made the best possible retreat. 


Now, good Mr, Advocate, if 





dejection, absence, &c. with 
| which Iam affected, I pray you 


‘i 
‘ 


ed his artillery so judiciously, that 


do? I was desperately wounded, 


you think this engagement has 
been influential in producing the 
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we 
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to preccribe some method of cure, 
or make known my case, as a 
warning to others. 


to night, and thence to “ dewy 





I cannot at. | 
tend to my studies, for from morn | 
' make his first appearance on out 


| 
morn,” I am chained to one idea \ 
—the fatal eyes: I'd rather be. 
a duckling, and ery “ quack,” 
than such a sighi g, whining 
poppin jay. 


Tam, sir, 
Your heart-shotten, absent, 
Humble servant, | 
ArpHonso. 





———_———— 
‘iS 





COMMUNICATION, 


& Whoever sets himself up for ;; 
a public office, sets himself up to 
public scrutiny”’— isa maxim in | 
polities, and is truly appropriate, ; i 
when speaking of the merits or ! 
demerits of theatrical performers. f 
The dearth of dramatic genius in |) 
Americais so very great, that even 
a tolerable performer will meet 
with some degree of applause. 
Mr. Robertson, Mr. Morse, and 
Master Payne excepted, and this f 
country has produced no actors of iH 
merit—none above mediocrity. | 
To England then must we look i 
for pillars to support the Temple 
Thespis. 1 trust, however, 
that this will not long be the 
ease in the United States. That 
we are disposed to reward native 
merit, cannot be doubted; the 
encouragement given to Master 
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| appointed in the 
| Possessing a handsome exterior, 


Paria is a sufficient evidence © 
the truth of thisassertion, I was 
extremely gratified, on learning 
that a native of this city was to 


| stage, in the character of Frede- 


rick, in the celebrated play of the 
shoe Gentleman. It isa part 
well calculated for the debut of a 
noyice in the walks of the dra- 
ma ; and I attended the represen- 
tation with a hope of receiving 
pleasure and gratification from 
the performance—nor was I dis- 
expectation. 


expressive countenance—a voice 


: Clearand deep-toned—his first ap- 


pearance could not well fail of 
exciting sentiments strongly in 
his favor. As a first attempt for 
Dramatic fame I considered and 
was prepared to overlook many 
errors,as the effect of a natura? 
Bot his repre. 
sentation ofthe partof Henry 
Blandford, in Morton’s Speed the 
Plough, contributed ina great de. 
gree, to do away the favora- 
ble opinion I had formed from 
his fisrt appearance. The cha- 
racter of Henry requiresa degree 
of passion and energy, which f 


=~ 


embarrassment. 


was sorry to see Mr. Carpenter 
entirely deficient of—a sameness, 
bordering on insipidity, characteri- 
zed the whole of hisrepresentaticn, 
In that scene where the conver. 
sation takes place between Henry 


and Evergreen, concerning his 
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where his feelings should be 
wrought almost to a phrenzy of 
passion, he was tame and Jistless: 
and when uttering the words— 
“ Who can say it?” where he 
should have seized the old man 
with frantic rage, he placed his 
hand on his shoulder in a frigid 
and /ifeless manner, almost disgust- 
ing. In some particular instances, 
his gestures were deficient in 
gtace and energy, and his words 
were spoken witha rapidity of 
utterance, which indicated a sort 
of distaste. But these are faults 
which he may easily overcome ; 
and with care and attention, Mr. 
Carpenter will, doubtless, become 
a valuable actor, and an immense 
acquisition to the New-York thea- 
tre. W. 


-—_———— 
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FOR THE VISITOR. 


ere 


LIFE. 


WHY art thou; littl life, so oficn 
cross’d, 

So seldom pleasing, and so easy lost, 

So restless, teazing, and so very vain, 

No honor please thee, and no wealth 
can gain, 

Yet cowards court thee with this 
world of prin. 

I’m sick, then leave me life, yield up 
thy slave, 

Yieid ne to death, and to the peace- 
ful gruve, 

Where sorrows sleep, where fears 
and troubles cease, 


Where knaves are silent, and where 
fools have peace— 

Death levels all—the wicked and the 
just; 

Man’s but a flower, and his end is 
dust. 


ZENO. 
——t_YO Yl ee —- 


Thomas A. Cooper, Esq. ma- 
nager of the New-York theatre, 
arrived in this city yesterday, 
from Liverpool, 








MARRIED, 


By the Rev. Johm Cooper, Mr. Pe. 
ter Stewart, to Miss Mary Tunis, 
daughter of Capt. Jonathan Tunis, all 
of Middletown, N. Jersey. 

At Lancaster, Penn. on Thursday, 
the arst inst. Mr. Richard Suycam, 
(of the firm of David I. Bovd, and Co. 
ef this city,) to Miss Rachel Eliza 
Henderson, of the former place. 

At Blooming Grove, Orange couuty, 
on Saturday last, by the rev. Noch 
Crane, Mr. John Nestell, merchant, ot 
this city, to Miss Eliza B. Cutter, of 
the former place. 

On Saturday evening last, by the 
rev. Mr. Deore, Mr. John Man:fie'd 
to Miss Maria Reeder, both of this 
city. 

At Rye, West-chester county, on 
Saturday evening last, by the rev Mr- 
Finch, M41. Samuel Brower, of this ci- 
ty, to Miss Charlotte De Wolf dough. 
ter of captain Jehicl De Wolf, of Rye. 

Ou Thursday eveuing, the aist 
inst. by the Rev. Mr Budd, Mr John 
L. Mcffat, to Miss Mary Van Ausdol; 
all of this city. 
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On the deathof Mrs. Mar- 


garet Parmale. 


OF life, the last soul-wing’d sigh 
Was flutt’ring to depart— 

[jeath’s meteor sparkled in the eye— 
Quick beat the breaking heart. 


Twas night—and solemn silence 
réign’d, 
We heard th’ expiring moan— 
Grin Tcrror’s King the soul 
urchain’d, 
rhe latest breath was gone. 


The metéor died—the heart-strings 
broke, 
The pulses ceased to play— 
The sigh was flown—the soul 
awoke-— 
Life’s vision passed away. 


Th’ etherial spirit sought the skics, 
To heaven it wing’d its flight, 

And Murg’ret’s beauty-beaming eye, 
idcah eal’d in endless night. 

No longer throbb’d her gentle breast, 
With pain-tormented life; 

Peace gave her tortured bosom rest, 
And closed th’ unequal strife. 


ler gentle heart had ceas’d to beat— 


And Mirg’ret’s tonguc that sp ike 
SO sWeet, 


Alas ! could speak no more ! 


Her blooming cheeks of roseate hve. 
Soon lost their vermil grace ; 

The coral from her lips withdrew, 
And alter’d was her face. 


Yet, many an angel trace remain’d, 
To grace her modest mein : 

And beauty still a tint retain’é 
Of what it once had been. 


And though her eyes in death were 
clos’d, 
Stil lovely did she seem ; 
So, sleeping innocence, composed, 
Enjoys a pleasing dream. 


Dear, virtuous friend! 
spheres, 


inh appy 


Mild be thy soul’s repose, 
While we, who mourn your los¢ 
with tears, 
Fee! poignant, mental woes. 


Rest, gentle spirit : rest in peace ! 
In blest Eivsian bowers—- 
And when life’s beating pulse shall 
cease, 
May such a fate be ours. 


Thy virtuous course was short and 
bright, 
*T was like a sun-beam here : 
So gilds a lunar ray through night, 
The dun-robed atmosphere. 


- Alas! it faded on our view , 
But, 2h: ' 
Its vestages, in colours true, 


it left behind 
On many an anxious mind: 


Adieu ! kind relative and friend ! 
Farewell bright beam of truth ! 
Thy virtues crown’d thy happy end 

With never fading youth. 








Hope’s transient reign was o’cr— ‘ 


ALB. 
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For the Weekly Visitor. 


THERE is a doctor’s shop at hand, 
Which to the eye presents 

Some drugs, a quack, a mighty man, 
Who’s void of common-sense. 


Sometimes awake, but oft asleep, 
This great practitioner is found, 
And you may knock till you are deaf, 

But still he hears no sound. 


His face with blossoms overgrown, 
Conceals his pretty nose, 

Which with a blossom too, is crown’d, 
When spring her sweets disclose. 


But when in dress he doth appear, 
And with pomatum scents his hair, 
Then do the lasses shed a tear, 
And make this quack their only 
care. NO. 


For the Weckly Visitor. 


eortee 


The Singing-School. 


THE singing-school is now-a-days, 
By females much frequented, 

Where they resort to tune their lays, 
Yet with this are not contented— 

Next the gallant becomes their aim, 
Whose love they do solicit ; 

As if to it they could lay clam, 
Without being too explicit. 

With Icering eyes—angelic face, 
And lovely form ehchanting, 

They charm the beaux, by assuming 


grace, 
And conquer whilst they’re chaunt- 
ing. 


Tis strange—but true—yes, without 


words 








With beaux they'll be discoursing, 
For actions speak more loud than 
words, 
Th’ impression’s more enforcing. 
At length the vocal train’s Cismiss’d, 
And hence ali have departed, 
Those tiat have beaux are sweetly 
kis s’d, 
Those that have rione down-hearted. 
O! Curis. oPruHer ! 





For the Weekly Visitor 


TO MISS HARRIET ——. 


MANKIND in general slways say, 

Nothing’s more tedious than the lo- 
ver’s Way, 

Because he’s then more apt to mect 

With frowns, ill-nature, and deceit. 

Just so with you, O charming lass ! 

As oft at noon-day I do pass, 

You look at me, through windows 
high, 

And laugh as wishing to draw nigh, 

To one, whom modesty alone prevents 

From knowing you, without he’s ne’er 
content. 

But when you through the streets 
parade, 

To give desponding lovers aid : 

Then, regardless do you pass by one 

Who will admire thee till his race is 


run. 
E——., 
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